KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

sprayed violets. Not since girlhood days had she felt so
light-hearted, so sensuously happy; not in the early
months of her marriage, not even when in the arms of her
lover, had her body quivered with such dancing delight,
such buoyancy, such irrepressible joyance. It was in-
sufferable, she thought, to have to waste this sweet in-
toxication, and revert to a hum-drum existence. There-
upon she discovered that she was tired, and trailed home
as best she might. At the front door she stood still for a
moment trying to recapture the aroma of her late ad-
venture. She threw back her shoulders and breathed
deeply.

A tug at her sleeve brought her to earth with a rush.
Irene turned on her heel.

"What. . . what on earth do you want, bothering me
again like this?'5 she asked petulantly, struck with a sud-
den chill as she recognized the hateful figure of her
persecutor.

Hardly had she uttered the words when she bit her lip
in dismay. She had betrayed herself irremediably. Had
she not determined to cut the creature if any further
molestation occurred? Now it was too late. She had
completely given herself away, and the female could dun
to all eternity.

"I've been waiting for you close on an hour, Frau
Wagner____"

So the blackmailer had discovered Irene's name and
address! But how? All was lost!

"Yes, close on an hour, Frau Wagner," repeated the
woman with a menace and a reproach in her voice.

"What do you want?"

"You know very well, Frau Wagner. You know as
well as I do why I've come."

"But I've not seen him since ... I told you I wasn't
going to see him again . . . never . . ."

"No use telling a pack of lies. I followed you to the tea-